:T/te Life 'by Sir jF; ffaivkins.
is one compiled for the booksellers of London, by Sir John Hawkins, Knight1, a man, whom, during my long intimacy with Dr. Johnson, I never saw in his company, I think but once, and I am sure not above twice. Johnson might have esteemed him for his decent, religious demeanour, and his knowledge of books and literary history; but from the rigid formality of his manners, it is evident that they never could have lived together with companionable ease and familiarity2; nor had Sir John Hawkins that nice perception which was necessary to mark the finer and less obvious parts of Johnson's character. His being appointed one of his executors, gave him an opportunity of taking possession of such fragments of a diary and other papers as were left; of which, before delivering them up to the residuary legatee, •whose property they were, he endeavoured to extract the substance. In this he has not been very successful, as I have found
1 The greatest part of this book was written while Sir John Hawkins was alive; and I avow, that one object of my strictures was to make him feel Some compunction for his illiberal treatment of Dr. Johnson. Since his decease, I have suppressed several of my remarks upon his work. But though I would not 'war with the dead' offensively, I think it necessary to be strenuous in defence of my illustrious friend, which I cannot be without strong animadversions upon a writer who has greatly injured him. Let me add, that though I doubt I •should not have been very prompt to gratify Sir John Hawkins with any compliment in his life-time, I do now •frankly acknowledge, that, in my opinion, his volume, however inade- ' quate and improper as a life of Dr. Johnson, and however discredited by unpardonable inaccuracies in other respects, contains a collection of .curious anecdotes and observations, .which few men but its author could have brought together. DOSWELL. • ' ' The next -name that was started was that of Sir John Hawkins ; and Mrs. Thrale said, "Why now, Dr.
Johnson, he is another of those whom you suffer nobody to abuse but yourself : Garrick is one too ; for, if any other person speaks against him, you brow-beat him in a minute." "Why madam," answered he, " they don't know when to abuse him, and when to praise him ; I will allow no man to speak ill of David that he does not deserve; and as to Sir John, why really I believe him to be ail honest man at the bottom ; but to be sure he is penurious, and he is mean, and it must be owned he has a degree of brutality, and a tendency to savageness, that cannot easily be defended. . . . He said that Sir John and he once belonged to the same cjub, but that as he eat no supper, after the first night of his admission he desired to be excused paying his share. " And was he excused?" "0 yes; for no man is angry at another for being inferior1 to himself. We all scorned him, and admitted his plea. For my part, I was such a. fool as to pay my share for wine, though I never tasted any. But Sir J ohnwas a most unclubablema.n.nl Madame D'Arblay's Diary, \. 65.
uponf his conversation on that and other occasions during this period, I neglected to keep any regular record.' On May 15, 1783 : — ' I have no minute ol any interview with Johnson [from May i] till May 15.' May 15, 1784:— 'Of these days and others on which I saw him I have no memorials.'
